EXTREMES MEET

AFTERNOON

IT was a summer afternoon in the midway of the war,
The pavements of that city in South-east Europe might
have been actually incandescent, the marble-fronted
houses calcined by the sun, and every side-turning an open
kiln. The feathery light green foliage of the false-
pepper trees that tried to mitigate the monotonous dazzle
of the boulevard exhaled a masculine odour, and this was
strong enough to make the dark-eyed muffled peasant
girls faint with desire when, wearied by the day's market-
ing, they rested for a while in their pallid shade before
they ploughed home through the dust of the long straight
roads that radiated from the city across the surrounding
plain.

It was so hot that Roger Wateiiow broke three of the
rules by which his life was ordered in those days. He
shook up the driver of a hackney-coach who was frizzling
in sleep inside his vehicle. Hie hood had collapsed, A
cluster of flics was sipping at the dribble that oozed
from the corner of the man's loose mouth, and from time
to time rose heavy-winged when a stronger puff of nidor-
ous breath disturbed them. One of Watcrlow's rules was
never to engage a hackney-coach when he was carrying
any kind of papers! and at that moment in his pocket there
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